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pencil, pen and colour, on the same drawing (of H.M.S. Worcester), putting it all in,
including river, craft and figures. I do not know that he actually counted the port-
holes, though he told me, with a twinkle in his eye, that he had. He produced a
highly interesting drawing, though not a typical Steer. Eventually he gave it away to a
friend. He felt that kind of thing was not in his line.
When called on for a judgment or opinion, he spoke briefly to the pur-
pose, but he could also relieve a strained situation with a comically inter-
jected word. Thus at a 'New English* jury meeting, as Randolph Schwabe
recalls, when the untrimmed nude of a woman came up for decision and
there was some embarrassment because ladies were present, he interjected
the word 'Beaver!' Everyone laughed and tension was relaxed. Such inter-
ventions were accompanied by an abdominal heave and chuckle or were
ejaculated in a plaintively high head-voice.
At an evening party he was sitting beside a lady when, leaning on a
stick, an artist entered who had lately been in court charged with assailing
the virtue of a domestic. 'What's wrong with Mr. X?9 Steer was asked. *O,
housemaid's knee, I suppose5, was his reply:
Another instance of Steer's wit, but operating as a solvent and a kind-
ness, is told by one of a group of artists, near neighbours of Steer, including
Ethel Walker, Beatrice Bland and Louise Pickard, whom he called 'The
Cheyne Walkers*. A fourth was the accomplished painter who could no
longer be 'Miss* but scrupled to be addressed as 'The Lady Harberton',
and therefore insisted on being TFairlie Harmar* without prefix. She writes:
Several of us went to a tea party at Beatrice Bland's, including Mr. Steer. BJB. said
she was feeling rather upset as So-and-so had come in that morning and blasted her
work, saying her flower-paintings were 'just like tin*. Most of us tried to comfort her,
and said it was useless to take any notice of that painter in one of her devastating
moods, but Steer said nothing, till about twenty minutes later, when he got up to go.
He walked across to a vase of beautifully arranged tulips in the window, and said,
'How lovely... just like tin' For a moment B.B. did not realise the subde compliment
he had paid her.
She goes on:
When I was first up for election at the New English Art Club, hardly any of the
members knew me, and Steer, who had proposed me, was asked if I were a man ora
woman? In his slow drawl he replied 'She dresses in female attire*. I told him that
when I flled-ia Exhibition forms, and was asked to state whether 'Mr., Mrs., or Miss*,
I generally wrote 'Neither1, Steer said, 'they will think you are a hermaphrodite/
Steer seldom let his wit run away with him when it touched fHlow-
artists and might be reported to them. Once he was indiscreet at a 'New
English* varnishing day over Charles Shannon's Wounded Amazon, calling
it the 'Wounded Watts*. Winter, the sales-secretary, repeated this gaily to